VICHY WATER
CHAPTER ELl-VJ'N
"Merde, mon petit" Georges said, and I took the two suitcases and
we went. The station was full and the (rain was full. We stood in
the corridor, and in the utter darkness of the black-out I felt the
crowd moving, tumbling and jostling. Two German soldiers
walked up and down on the platform. They carried rides and hand
grenades, and small torches on their great-coats made a luminous
circle round them. It was as it would be in the. New Order, with
all the light belonging only to the Germans and the rest panting and
stumbling in the dark. As the train pulled out I said to myself,
'Good God, I'm on my way to England/
We stood in the corridor most of the way. Though the train, was
packed there were no Germans visible. It sounded foolish to me
that we were speaking in French. Nevertheless, we kept it up.
We arrived at die little town with the sun beating down on the
station and on the German stationmaster. We walked straight out
and found the hotel.
I didn't quite know how to start off, so I asked for a room. There
was an old woman with white hair at the desk and the maid stood
beside her. A lot of luggage was piled up in the hall. I said we were
going up to our room, and I wished to speak to the proprietor, who
was the old woman's son. He should come up. Then the maid said,
"These are waiting, too, to go across." I stared at her. So she went
on to explain that about twelve people were in the hotel waiting
for M. Marius to come and take them to Vichy in his cars, M,
Marius was in Paris, but he would arrive around four. You see
that luggage? That'sail going across. I was amazed. The proprietor
came up to our room and said the cars had crossed over from Vichy
two days ago and he expected Marius back that night. It was doubt-
ful whether there would be room for us. Among others, there were
two ladies with two children, and most of these people had seen
him in Paris and fixed an appointment for to-day. But 1 wasn't to
worry. If there's no room that day we could leave some other time.
Marius crossed the border twice a week,
"How does he do it ?* I asked.
"That's his business. But you'll see it's safe. Though it used to
be safer a little while ago. Then you just paid the German officers
on duty and they let you through. But now they've been changed,11
Marius and his magic cars didn't turn up that afternoon. The
proprietor said it would be Monday. All he hoped for was that no
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